

















A TESTIMONIAL 


JUDGE, JR. 
627 West 43rd Street 
New York City 


DEAR JUNIOR: 


Thanks no end for the copy of “Here’s How!,” which 
just arrived. I have tried several of the recipes; in fact, I’m 
sipping a “Cornell Special” as I write, and it’s a great 
little book. 


I d like to make one criticism, however. Your propor- 
tions in most of the recipes aren’t big enough to have any 
effect on anyone, let alone me. You see, the proportions 


aren’t big enough to have any effect on anyone, let alone me. 


I don’t like to brag, brag, but where I come from, from, 
I have a reputation, no gingerale please, as a great drinker, 


drinker, and I don’t mean any perhaps, perhaps. 


And I'll tell you something else, Junior, Judge! I’m the 
greatest dringer in my home town an thas not braggin 
either, an thas not braggin, an if you xpq don’t belrqkhty 
you’rexng pq txnzh in vbxnum.. . !PxlI$56()*** ! 1#&** 

Sinx$56 Yozxnp 
Norxm Kep$ller 


Epitror’s Note.—This gentleman 1s Vice President of a 
Corporation employing a thousand men. He sent his last 
dollar to JUDGE, JR. for a copy of “Here’s How!” and now 
he’s the Janitor! You can do the same! Clip the Coupon! 
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The Poor Nut 
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Superstitious Lunatic—Woe 


ladder! 


Snappy Roadster 
Jack—That’s a fine looking 


horse; but what’s the idea of the 
two saddles? 
Betty—That’s the rumble seat. 


FSS 


A monologue is a conversation 
between Mussolini and the King 


of Italy. 


Reasons Why I Don’t Wiggle 
My Ears in Public 


I think that it is not good taste. 

It simply isn’t being done. 

I do not care to attract undue 
attention. 

I think that it would appear 
egotistical. 

I have heard that it isn’t good 
for the nerves. 

It might make the onlooker 
nervous as well. 

It attracts from the attention 
given the other fellow. 

I can’t wiggle my ears. 

—James J. McCuieery 


Vie zhisn ~~. 


Uy SPPLZ a“ 





I’m walking 


She—She’s only a bootlegger’s 


He—Yes, but she has her good 


James Fitzgerald 
A Portrait 
James Fitzgerald completed his 
income tax return and suddenly 
realized that he had neglected to 


include an additional income of 


$18.27. He tore up his statement 
and made out a new one, necessi 
tating three hours’ additional 
work, 

James Fitzgerald entered a 
garage and saw a sign reading: 
“NO SMOKING.” He promptly 
extinguished his cigar and apolo 
gized to the floor man. James 
Fitzgerald walked in the park and 
ate a bar of chocolate. He was 
just about to throw the paper on 
the lawn when he spied a large 
placard: “DON’T LITTER 
WITH WASTE PAPER.” 
James Fitzgerald put the candy 
wrapper in his pocket and 
blushed. 

James Fitzgerald never drove 
his automobile above the speed 
limit. James Fitzgerald was fa 
miliar with the contents of his 
insurance policy. When he went 
to the theater, he invariably ar- 
rived before the curtain had gone 
up. He never parked in for- 







He—What do you think of our new Post O fice? 
I don’t know—mother doesn’t let me play kissing games.” 
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bidden zones and offered his seat 
to elderly ladies in the subway. 
James Fitzgerald had _ been 
married for seventeen years and 
still loved his wife. He never 
alluded to himself as “‘misunder- 
stood” and enjoved the daily pre- 
supper kiss. He answered ques- 
tionnaires that came in his mail. 
He paid his bills promptly and 


signed his letters with a signature 


that could easily be deciphered, Orn s$ night in Oskaloosa 


SONG 


(“i 





When he went into a business con- Night Ss black as Higgins ink. . 


ference he actually got results out 
of it! When he didn’t feel just 
right he consulted his physician. 
He walked under stepladders 


and lit three cigarettes from 
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Injun squaw an a papoose 
Washin’ dishes in a sink. 


oe ~ 


one match. He was content with ‘ wands 
his lot. He spoke glowingly of ° 
his neighbors, his relatives, his fr 
country CAT 

Poor old James Fitzgerald. He . SA tf“@. Fy) 
never acted re illy normal, you , nef - Is A 
know. Hi couldn't seem to adjust #4 ‘Ye 
himself to modern life and mode rn a ; a Las, 

a hh fo -f? ~_— . 

habits. Phe came for him last Wolfers urse mW 7 ee © wh 
nil rhit and took him away to the +.) Mad seaascar ~ 


big stone house on the hill. Thi = oe ‘ie sata t- ENVOY : of > Senay. 


one with the barred windows. é 
He's crazy, he is. Poor old _ Y y 
James Fitzge rald. P) 

—ArtuHUrR L. Lippmann 
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Your Choice 


Conversation in an asylum: 


nid ve yee ae * 


oS PF ee! 











“My Queen Elizabeth!” 

Napoleon!” 

In a parked coupe: ag “—“s / 
“My Sheba!” HA / Sf Se ee 
*Shiekie !’”’ 


Wo 


Oe te 





\\ 


“What is the likeness b’tween Darwin and Mayor Walker?” 
“Yes?” 


“They've both got a long beard— exce pt Mayor Walker. 





The Crazy Senator 


Once upon a time there was a 
crazy man and he had been a 
senator but now he was in an in 
sane asylum and lots more people 
listened to his speeche s than they 
had in Washington and lots more 
people clapped and applauded 


and shouted than in the senate 


and one day he banged his gavel 


too hard against the gate and 
broke it and escaped and he ran 
around loose for a long time and 
nobody could catch him and they 
even tried lobbying and grafting 
but they could not catch him and 
everyone in the neighborhood was 
scared and said have you seen the 


loose senator .and a_ bad penny 


always shows up and so the crazy 


senator finally got back to his seat 
in the senate and a bill came up 
and he turned it down and several 


Continued on page 32) 
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MAN WHO BELIEVED PROHIBITION WAS A 
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Drawn EspeciaLtty ror THE Crazy Numi 








* Bear h polic e! That man has a hod th cone eale d unde r } 


L otogravker ' bs reals yy 
a photographer fora news paper rotoqravure section: 


Diary of An Inmate 


July 17th—Well, I’ve been in th 
bug house just a year today. 
Not such a bad place to be 
either, but I’m beginning to 
get a little sick of it. 

July 18th—Beans for breakfast 
again. Believe me, I’ve a 
good mind to tell the officials 
the real dope about how I was 
railroaded*here. 

July 19th— Terribly hot today 
and I sure would like a nice 
cold glass of beer. I guess if 
a lot of people heard me say 
that they'd wonder what I 
was doing in the nut house. 


July 20th—Well, I’ve just about 


made up my mind to get out 
of here. I’m not crazy now 
but I soon will be if that dumb 


The Black Sea ee 


keeper in Ward 10 does any 
more piccolo practicing. 

July 21ist—It’s sort of tough be 
ing the only sane person in a 
bunch of lunatics but I got to 
admit the nut who calls him- 
self Napoleon handed me a 
big laugh today. He spent 
all morning trying to light a 
match on a cake of soap. 

July 22nd— My _rheumatism’s 
bothering me a little again. 
I guess it’s going to rain. Had 
a letter from the wife this 
morning. Says she’s coming 


to see me soon, 


July 23rd—Rained all last night. 
Well, it’s a good thing the 
farmers get some relief from 
Heaven. They'll never get 
anv from Washington. 


Our TRAVELOGUES 











, 7° 2 
coat, I do believe hes 


luly 2tth—Hot again today. 
Had a phone eall from the 
wife. She’s coming to see me 
day after tomorrow. 


July 25th—Beans again. Well, 


I've made up my mind to get 
out of here. I’m going to have 
a little talk with the officials 
and tell them I’m going home 
with my wife. 


July 26th—Haven’t much time to 


write in my diary today. The 
little woman’s here. 


July 27th—Josephine, my Jos... 


17—18—19 *)"#$%&'()* 
Friends, Romans, Countrymen 
= -"#S« ( &’ Wheeeeee OUT 
DAMN SPOT "#$%&’ (I am 
the King of Siam I am I am 
I am I am I am I am. 
Whoopee "HS, &’ | y*) C&% $ 
er” 28% &"()* 2. 





. and Scotch travelers filling their fountain pens. 
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JOHN 
ROACH 
STRATON 


SERMON TO A KIDDING PUBLIC 


Brethren of Mirth—wouldst lend an ear to a 
reverent kidder? Thine honored editor hath 
bade this erring disciple to go forth and fetch 
grotesqueries from a temple. Thine humble 
servant doth obey. Wouldst bear with me whilst 
this narrative I relate? Righto! Here ! 


“a 
foes: 


* . * * 

John Roach Straton wearing a soft panama 
mistakes me for a parishioner. Huh! He shakes 
hands amiably. “‘How do you do, sir?” I nod. 
His secretary has already refused me a sitting. 
So I walk into an outer chapel. 

A youth preaches from a massive Bible. A 


livinn, The collection plate bie 


I put in my 
car-tare. 


The customers tell how they found 
this and the other. Most of them end in tears. 
Eureka! They have found something. Two 
girls rise to sing a holy duo. The choir singer 
in blue sings soulfully, perchance religiously. 
Now I enter the big auditorium. Here’s the 
main event. John Roach Straton sits on the 
pulpit platform. Gentry of the press and I sit 
in the first row of this show. Behind me is a 
stern eyed woman of brass faith. She seans he 
who dares to draw funny pictures in a temple. 
A caricaturist facing the pulpit must seem to 
(Continued on page 28) 
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What Could Be Plainer? 


“Your honor,” said the attor- 
ney for the defendant, “I desire 
to introduce the testimony of a 
group of distinguished alienists 
which I trust will satisfy the 
Court beyond a doubt that Mr. 
Spivis, my client, is mentally 
irresponsible and therefore should 
not be convicted of this crime. 
First, I present Dr. Snodgrass.” 

A funereal looking, bearded 
gentleman arose, gravely cleared 
his throat and spoke. “I observed 
Hank Spivis for twenty minutes 
last Friday evening. He tried to 
swallow a chair, and failing in 
that, he acted like a kangaroo, 
hopping about the cell. In my 
opinion this man is absolutely 
noncomposmentis.” 

The judge shook his head du 
biously. Clearly he was not con 
vinced. The defense attorney 
summoned Dr. Henderson, who 
took the stand. 


“This man,” said Dr. Hender- 
son, “is under the impression that 
he is a poached egg and will only 
recline on pieces of toast. The 
other evening, unknown to him, I 
watched him for two hours. He 
tried to chew off his nose and 
made faces at himself in the 
mirror. I am convinced that his 
mental age is about eight and that 
he is undoubtedly insane.” 

“The testimony fails to impress 
the Court,” announced the judge, 


LE LES 
he THE 4Oy. 


UITTLE OWES. 


soa Ts, 
— CHILDREN, 
1S THE Map 





















oF 
AUSTIZALIA 


AUSTRALIA {Ss AN 
(ISLAND. AN ISLAND 
iS ENTIZELW SuoR- 
ROUNDED By walter 
~~ WATER 1S 

| | TWO-THIRDS OF THE 
Wott HUMAN GoDY, “THE HUMAN 
CoOoY 1S SEEN HERE W-Two ART- 
iSviC POSES. A Pose \S AN AT- 
TITDE. AN ATTITUDE IS SitLty 
THE CULV ISLANDS ARE OFF THe 
COAST OF ENGLAND. THERE PORE 
AUSTRALIA GELONGS “SO ENGLAND co 
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First Siamese Twin—JVell, well, well, fancy meeting you 


/ 


here! It’s a small world after all. 


Seconp (queerly enough) Dirro—Sorry, but it must have 


been a couple of other fellows. 


“and we will hold the prisoner for 
the grand jury.” 

“Stop!” yelled a little man, 
dashing up the center aisle. “I 
can prove be yond a doubt that 
coves eee 
months ago I was driving my car 
south on Main Street and he was 
speeding north. At the intersec- 
tion of Market and Main Streets 
we collided, seriously damaging 
both cars. When the ambulance 
surgeon brought him to, and the 
policeman asked him whose fault 
it was, he sat up and calmly said, 


this man is crazy. 





‘Officer, I was on the wrong side 
of the street, I was driving with- 
out a license, my brakes do not 
hold and I am slightly intoxicated, 
Be yond any doubt whatsoever, 
this accident is entirely my fault, 
and I desire to state so in the 


>> 


“Sad, sad,” sobbe d the judge, 


wiping away the teats that were 


presence of witnesses .. 


coursing down the judicial cheeks. 
“Have the poor fellow committed 
to the County Asylum at onc: 


—Artruvur L. Lippmann 
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AREN’T WE ALL? 
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A VOLCANO 
Erupts. THis tS 
CALLED AN ERUPTION. AN 
ERUPTION MEANS A BREAK- 
ING OUT. -THIS MAN JuST 
bn. BROKE CVT OF SING 
s\)SING. SING SING IS A 
UY PRISON. A PRISON IS 
MADE OF STONE. STONES ARE 
FOUND ON PoOPoO(ATEPETL. SO IS 
LAVA. SCAP IS MADE FROM LAVA, LAVA 
'S FROM -THE GREEK WORD LAVATORY, 


A Tory '$ & POLITICIAN. gh , 
soS YovR OLD MAN wr 1G oll 


What Happens to Impressiou- 
able Newspaper Readers 


(Scene: A beautifully land- 
scaped lawn, overlooking a ver- 
dant valley. Two 
appearing gentlemen in golf suits 
are earnestly talking.) 


Mr. Hobson—Wonderful about 
this boy Lindbergh swimming the 
English Channel on his way to 
the North Pole, isn’t it? 

Mr. Jepson (deprecatingly )— 
But think of this here feller Com- 
mander Byrd going over there to 


sch olarly- 


fe LESS 
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LITTLE ONES. 










KAMCHATKA IS PART OF 
SIGERIA. SIBERIA BELONGS 710 RUS- 
SIA. IN RUSSIA hey SING “THE 
VOLGA BOAT SONG. THE VOLGA 
iS A RiveR. A RivEeR is USED 
FoR CANOEING, CANOEISTS CHEW 
GUM. GUM COMES FROM 


YUCATAN. 
YUcaTtan BEGINS WITH 





Te caPito. OF 
) KAMCHATKA. 
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those 
were kicking up so much fuss in 
Nicaragua! And _ this 
Judd Gray who flew to Germany 
with Mrs. Snyder after winning 


clean up Chinamen who 


Gene ral 


the golf championship of Europe 
for Uncle Sam. That’s achieve- 
ment, I tell you! 

Mr. Hobson—Well, I see that 
“Peaches” Coolidge is coming out 
in that new moving picture with 
Gloria Swanson. Great gal, 
Gloria! First lil woman to swim 
from St. Louis to New Haven 
without stopping once for re- 
fueling. 

Mr. Jepson—That’s not ‘so 
wonderful. Look at Al Smith, the 


fifteen-year-old boy poet, who 





To He Sore ST Ne €e " “Th 


just graduated from Princeton 
College. By the way, did you 
know that H. L. Mencken has just 
been elected President of the In- 
ternational Rotary Clubs of the 
world and that Babe Ruth starts 
in tomorrow as Secretary of the 
Navy? 

Mr. Hobson—I beg your par- 
don. Mr. Ruth is not Secretary 
of the Navy. Mr. Irving Berlin 

Mr. Jepson—I beg your par- 
don, Mr. Hobson; but Mr. Irving 
Berlin is Mayor of New York 
City. 

Mr. Hobson (thoughtfully)—I 
guess you're right. 


Mr. Jepson (petulantly )—Aw, 
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«{polli 
a ee ee 
—TA'S IS A ROAD 
A ROAD \S A KIND OF LANE. A 
LANE (I'S LINED WITH -TREES. TREE: 


ARE FULL OF LEAVES, Leaves Fa 

THE FALL |S A SEASON. ANOTHER Sex 
SON IS SALT. SALT (5 
ON BIRDS -TAILS 
“TIMES 


WHAT iS PUT 
BIRDS ARE SOMme- 
CALLED FOWLS. A Fowl 
A CHICKEN. CHICKENS GET (ROSS AT 
€ACH OTHER THATS WHY A 
CHICKEN CROSSES “THE ROAD. 


< 
to 


alone. (Two determined-looking, 
uniformed men appear and take 
Messrs. Jepson and Hobson by 
the arm.) 

General Grant—Good evening, 
boys. Will you join us at dinner? 
Queen Victoria and Jenny Lind 
will be present tonight. 

Mr. Jepson—Good old Jenny 
Lind! I just finished her new 
book called “Show Boat.” Have 
you read it, Mr. Hobson? 

Mr. Hobson—Can't say I have, 
but I am deeply engrossed now in 
“Elmer Gantry,” the latest opus 
by Gene Tunney, the 
Egyptian archeologist and ex- 
cavator of King Tut’s tomb. 


famous 


—Artucr L. Lippmann 
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ANS IS A S*RDW. 
STRAW COMES FROM WHEAT. 
WREAT (S WHAT GRAN IS MADE oF. 
CRanN (tS A KIND OF BREAD. 

BREAD IS —he STAFF OF LIFE. 

A STAFE IS A CANE. CANE 5 WHAT 

SUGAR COMES FROM. SUGAR 'i§ PUT 

tN coFFEE. COFFEE 1S HOT. 

OnE coms iT By BLOWING. 
BLOWING Makes WIND /) vA 

“THEREFORE - AY ™ ) 
STRAWS SHOW wick Wy {)0 A = 
way -THE WIND BLOWS. 





gee, there come General Grant 

and Julius Cesar again. I wish 

those fellers would leave’ us 
9 
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THE LIGHT THAT FAILED 
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Hell’s Bells 
lL \ ils and de vile ts. g¢ the r 2rot nd 
And gaze at the comical creatures 
we've found: 


This one is Jocko. thre 


He talks, walks and curses as 


tadiofan. 


well as a man. 

He flutters around in the _ tele- 
phone vines 

And lives with the Statics and 
Het rody nes. 


Here is a Doctor, unusual thing, 

His beard is his fortune, his bill 
is his sting; 

Appendices, tonsils and gizzards 
his prey; 


growl, ‘“Yesno- 


apple stoday ! 


His ominous 


Here is a salesman with nothing 
to seil. 
We've quite a_ few 
among us in Hell, 
Snafferous salesmen, 


sale stinen 


Pestiferous salesmen, 
High pressure salesmen who 


wangled ‘em well. 


Here’s the Dear Babe the benevo 
lent stork 

Delivered next door with the 
butter and pork. 

A creature nocturnal, each sweet, 
stilly night 

It bellows and gurgles with tear- 


ful delight. 





ak Tae 





a mad ( 
And this is the Lawye r—but let’s 
rule him out. 
Four-fifths of ny hearers are 


lawyers, no doubt. 


First Auiexyist—I found the prisoner to have dementia vol- 
canio to the extent of $10,000, 


Seconp ALIENIstT—F vac tly! 


But my investigations also show 


inherited millions—this should increase the applic ation at least 


1) OOO 
4'/s . 











This is the Villain—not many in 
Hell— 

Who wore a mustache and done 
wrong by our Nell. 

He lived in the wilds of the 
Opery House, 

And wouldn’t be here if it weren’t 
for his spouse. 


This is a Milkmanwithsqueaksin- 
hishoes, 

And here’s a Reformer—we have 
"em in slews. 

This is the Road Hog, the one 
painted red, 

And here is the Maidwithacold- 
inhe rhead. 


Step right up, fellow imps, one at 
a time 

A fortune in lauchs for the price 
of a dime. 


—Pavit Ernst 
a 4 


“She uses a pseudonym when 
s} Cc write er 


“Zatso! I thought they all 


used Coronas.” 
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Editor, Norman Anthony. 


Associate Editors, William Edgar Fisher, 


Governors Agog 


uis is Governors’ Week. Like Apple Week and 
I Shingle-Y our-House Week and Wear-Suspenders 
Week, the annual conference, held this year at 
Mackinac Island, serves to give an extra fillip to an 
institution that is already doing pretty well but might 
do much better. The honorable gentlemen in the 
forty-eight state houses could use some more power 
and some more publicity. They have a Cause with 
a capital C, as Will Hays used to say and probably 
still does. Governor Brewster of Maine states it 
thus: ‘“‘The revitalizing of State Governments in the 
eyes of the people seems the only means of pre- 
serving democracy from the centralized bureaucracy 
that will otherwise spell ruin to American ideals.” 
Well, possibly. But States’ Rights as a fightin’ 
phrase is back in the last chapter. There are still 
some good rip-roaring local issues, such as liquor, 
taxation and purity of the ballot. Most of the other 
big jobs, however, are interstate, federal or inter- 
national, as is obvious from the current lJist—flood 
control, agricultural relief, transportation, merchant 
marine, and soon. The very fact that the Governors 
get together testifies to the breaking down of state 
boundaries. And the interesting personalities among 
these forty-eight are not those who are bent on stay- 
ing home and making their careers in their own baili- 
wicks, but those who are reaching or being shoved out 
into the national arena—Al Smith, Al-the-Second 
Ritchie, Vic Donahey, Dan Moody. The United 
States is a full-fledged nation, and the emphasis is not 
on the States but on the United. 


Peace and the Pacific 


Ry seuurs have turned their eyes from Geneva and 
toward Hawaii. For armament conferences have 
much less to do with the future peace of the world 
than the subjects discussed at the Institute of Pacific 
Relations, which has just met in Honolulu. Seward 
prophesied long ago that the Pacific would be the 
“chief theater of events in the world’s great here- 
after.” Europe is done, or nearly done. Asia looms 
from afar, and as one comes nearer, one can see it 
seethe and hear it rumble. To the United States 
especially there is significance in every shift or hint 
or rumor in the lands that border the Pacific and the 
islands that dot it. For the Pacific is our sea. It 
beckons us and it threatens us. 

This year’s session of the Institute of Pacific 


Phil Rosa, Jack Shuttleworth. 


Dramatic Editor, George Jean Nathan 


Relations discussed comparative living conditions, 
commercial practices and tariffs, and, of course, the 
always moot question of immigration. Since the 
Institute has no governmental standing, no binding 
action could be taken, That is of no importance. 
For history is gradually making it plain that the fate 
of modern nations is molded by public opinion, which 
in turn is molded by such meetings as this and by the 
words and acts of such leading men and women as 
attended it. Diplomats and legislators only express 
and ratify the action of public opinion. 

Our destiny in the Pacific is not yet manifest. It 
ean still be shaped, either for good or for ill. But 
our public opinion on the subject, which is still slug 
gish and uninformed, must somehow be awakened be 


fore a crisis rushes us into tragie decisions. 


* ~ * 


K NGLAND is still fretting about its Liquor Bill. Not, 
— we hasten to add, its bill of expense for strong 
beverages, but the proposed legislation looking toward 
prohibition. The King’s Physician, Lord Dawson, 
brings forward some facts that are far from dry. 
Wide research shows that the British people are 
steadily becoming more temperate. In certain large 
restaurants three-fourths of the patrons drink noth- 
ing, and of those who do drink, three-fourths take 
light wines or beer. The records of a large number 
of laborers show better than 70 per cent of temper- 
ance or teetotalism. The fear is that this growth of 
moderation will be checked by prohibition. And the 
horrible example, of course, is the United States, 
where, as Lord Dawson puts it, “what would be an 
occasional drink is converted into an occasion for 
drinking.” 
* * * 


“O° all the silly hobbies that are pursued by 

people,” says St. John Ervine, “the collection 
of autographs seems to me to be the silliest.” So at 
last one of these lions who usually purr under the 
flattery of being asked for a signature has the good 
sense to roar a protest. Now will some publicist 
please lead a crusade against after-dinner speaking? 
Autograph hounds or “mugs,” as Mr. Ervine calls 
them, are but a handful compared to the deluded 
millions who go to publie dinners, to listen te stuff 
that they wouldn’t read on a bet, and to form false 
judgments of people by appraising not their true 
abilities, but their knack of being vocal and enter- 
taining while in a vertical posture. 
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i ech end “use fora revolt ing house. 


The Test 


“T tell you, gentlemen,” cried 
the dignified old man, “‘that these 
charges are absurd! I am no more 
out of my head than you are!” 

The jury hesitated. Certainly 
he did not appear irrational. Yet 
the testimony of relatives could 
not be lightly cast aside. They 
rested the case until next day, 
when the greatest alienist of them 
all was called. 

“Tell me, sir,” requested he, 
polishing his pince-nez on _ his 
spotless white beard, ‘tell me, do 
you get, say, twenty miles or mor 
to the gallon with your car?” 

The defendant considered 
thoughtfully. “No,” he replied 
frankly. ‘In fact, I seldom get 

















{EFEREE—La-a-d-ies 


more than ten. It is not economi- 
cal, by any means.” 

“When you golf,” pursued the 
alienist pleasantly, “do you not 
generally drive two hundred and 
fifty yards? Especially when 
you happen to be playing alone?” 

The old gentle man laughed and 
shook his fine gray head. “Not 
3 I never drove over one hun- 
dred and fifty in my life, even 
when alone. I’m really a pretty 
rotten player, sir.” 

The great alienist made a fur- 
tive mark on his pad, and con- 
tinued. 

“Your dentist, now. He is, 
without any doubt, the best den- 
tist in the city, if not in the entire 
country, is he not? For otherwise 
you would not be using him, would 
you?” 

“Oh, Doc Long’s all right, I 
guess, but there are probably 
hundreds of better dentists right 
here in Ne w York. He’s reason 
able, that’s why I stay with him.” 

Again the inquisitor jotted a 
mark on the pad. 

“One more question,” he said 
gravely. “Your doctor—is he not 
the greatest specialist alive?” 

“IT shouldn't say so, by a million 
miles,” answered the old gentle 
man, shaking his head. “Just an 
average M. D., that’s all.” 

“Well?” demanded the jury, 
hanging on the great man’s word. 


“Crazv as a coot,”’ said he, 


emphatically. “The most abnor 

mal case I’ve seen in years. 

Better call the wagon at once.” 
—StTan Jones 
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gen’lem-e-n, this bout has been 
hard feelin’ developin’ between the 
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WIG! 


Crazy words, crazy tunes, do, 
do, dodio, do. eee I am crazy ! 
I am bughouse.... I am 

I don’t be- 
I don’t like 
I think women dress 
immodestly. ... 


out of my head!... 
Prohibition; 
radios. ... 


lieve in 


I don’t care for 
baseball nor movies. ... I don’t 
vote and I think Jack Dempsey 
is going to lick Sharkey. 


—- 


I don't care for Shakespearian 
plays. ... I would much rather 
“Ziegfeld Follies’. ... 
I don’t care for Sherwood Ander- 
son nor Ben Hecht, nor 


see the 


Edgar 





I la rold 


Gest, nor Bell Wright. 
; I like Texas Guinan, Moran 
and Mack, Clarke and Me- 
Cullough and sugar on 


loupe. 
nh. 


caviar, 


canta- 


I detest after-dinner 
coffee, brilliant conversations and 
sugar tongs.... 
best friends, 


Waiters are my 
also taxi drivers, and 
my idea of nothing to do is teaing 
at the Biltmore, dinner at Alice 
Foote Mac- 
dougall’s 
lunch at the 
Algonquin, 
riding on a 
Fifth Avenue 1) Vi 
bus, going to 
the Paramount 
Theater, 


\ \ . | 
j | 
4 ; 
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So! WR KELLY SOUVE @e- 
COME -HC-A PAWNBR ERI 


drinking Scotch highballs, talking 


to a débutante, listening to an 
actor, spending an evening in 


Greenwich Village, dancing at the 
Biltmore Cascades, talking poli- 
tics, reading the Times, 
drinking songs and 
symphony concert. 


a 


My idea of something to do is 
quitting work, stopping at Frank 
and Jack’s, talking to 


singing 
hearing a 


chorus 


girls, truck drivers, waiters, taxi- 
cab drivers, bootleggers, bar- 
tenders and _ policemen, going 


swimming, playing golf, shaking 
a cocktail shaker, cracking ice, 
eating hamburger sandwiches in 
pullman car lunches, watching the 
dawn come up like thunder, talk- 
ing philosophy, arguing 
religion and life, 
George Olsen's, 


about 
dancing at 
going to Palisade 
Park or Coney Island, going the 
wrong way on a one-way street, 
listening to Jimmy Durant, read- 
ing “The Sun Also Rises,” “Re- 
volt in the Desert,” “The Story 
of Philosophy,” “Why We Behave 
Like Human Beings,” “Trader 
Horn,” “One-Eyed 
Reilly,” drinking champagne, 


singing 


LVAT- 


juleps, gin daisic S, 


Tom Collins’, 
Bareardi highballs, 
whiskey sours and old-fashioned 
cocktails. ... 


Alexander's, 


Aw shut up! 


Comes 


hats, canes, spats, 

jewelry, colored 
stickpins, gloves, mustaches, side- 
burns, full dress . . . I like to 
boutonniere. 


I hate 


collars, 


stiff 


socks, 


wear a 


= 


sd 


I don’t prefer blondes, that is, 
very seldom ... I don’t like girls 
who neck, nor ones who are too 
intelligent or too dumb. . I 
could murder women 


who “se ~ 





—_ —$—$=— t 

a —_ —— ——— 
47 rH | 

We 
(=. Ai on | _—. 
_ = 1} 1) || | Vanes 
YS J f ’ KO wi ee 








GVESS WHAT AND Who! 


you waiting, women who break 
dates, women who play musical 
instruments, except the piano, 
women who gush, women who talk 
baby talk, women who weigh over 
120 pounds, women who use too 
much paint, women who recite 
poetry, snooty women, women 
who get silly on one cocktail, 
women who try to lead you when 
dancing, women who can’t swim, 


burgundy, claret, gin rickies, women who wear fussy things, 
silver fizzes, gin fizzes, mint women who giggle, women, 
women, wom- 
ijn em a all 
FS - = hh !#% $$!!Z 
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The Americano 
He can tell you yesteraay’s 
scores In both the Ame rican and 
the National League. 
He knows the batting averages 


of Babe Ruth and Ty Cobb for 


the last five seasons, 
He knows just about how many 


miles you can get to a gallon, no 
matter what kind of a car you 


drive. 


He remembers all the jokes he 
heard at the vaudeville show two 
weeks before when he was in 


Buffalo. 
He never forgets a good story 


and has hundreds in his mind, 
ready to spring on his suffering 


friends at any moment. 


Yes, he can remember almost 
everything and there’s only one 


thing that he consistently forgets: 
His own telephone number. 


Mi. Boy Bee 


SAY THEY GO WILD. 
SIMPLY WILD OVER ME 


One of them smart alecks 
from the city cracked a good 
joke ’tother day down at the 
Seems like 
Johnny’s mother said to him, 


general store. 
“Grandpa is very sick, Benny; 
can’t you say something to 
Johnny 
scratched his head and said, 
“Say, old timer, wouldn’t it be 
perfe ct if they could have 


cheer him up?” 


soldiers at your’ funeral?” 
Well, must get on with the 

| ae , P 4] 
plowin’; don’t take any of them 
thar wooden nickels! 
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IS PROHIBITION WORKING? 


A Nation-Wide Investigation Conducted by JUDGE 


III. The State of Ohio. 


(The third re port of JupGer’s 
Investigating Committee ) 


July 1927. 
Columbus, Ohio. 
Editor 
JupGr, 
New York City. 
Dear Sir: 

Well, we have been all over 
Ohio now and we have found 
drinking conditions in this state 
most satisfactory. As you know, 
Ohio was one of the states that 
voted wet for a long time, and 
Prohibition was not very popular 
here at the first. However, the 
people are all in favor of it now, 
and it certainly is working great. 

There is still some drinking 
here, but it varies according to the 
section of the state. ‘“‘We have 
more drinking in Northern Ohio 
now,” reported Senator Quacken- 
bush, of that district, “than ever 
before, but this applies only to 
the Northern part of the state 
and can be explained because the 
water is bad and the people are 
afraid to drink it.” 

“TI think Prohibition is a bully 
idea,” said Mr. Hawkins, Chair 
man of the Eastern Ohio Anti- 
Speakeasy League, “and _ it’ is 
working just dandy in Ohio. Of 
course,” he added, “drinking is 
worse in the Eastern part of Ohio 
than any other section of the 
state, because we border on Penn- 








sylvania, and the people over there 
don't pay any attention to the 
Volstead Act, for some reason. 
However, it is a common sight to 
see a sober man on the street now, 
and we just wouldn’t think of 
having the Eighteenth Amend 
ment changed.” 

Most of the prohibition authori- 
ties agreed that enforcement was 
the main thing. The leaders of 
the Western part of the state said 
this. “Our great trouble,” said 


sas 


Judge Whooper, “is enforcement. 
Of course, drinking is worse in 
the Western part of the state than 
any other section, because we 
have so many more bootlegge rs, 
but since 1919 we have spent just 
$100,000,000 in agents’ salaries, 
etc., for enforcement, and drinking 
has increased only ten per cent 
during that time, and it only 
shows what a fine secretary of 
the treasury and what a fine presi- 
dent we re ally have. We don’t see 
how we got along before Prohibi- 
tion came into effect.” 

All the people I and Mr. Gor- 
don talked to agreed that enforce- 
ment was the big problem. If 
they could enforce the law, Pro- 
hibition would go over 100 per 
cent. “We had a great deal of 
trouble at first,’ declared Colonel 
Gribble, “checking the boot- 
leggers in Northern Ohio, and 
that was one of the reasons why 
there was more drinking in 
(Continue d on page 2+) 
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Padlocks of 
1927” is as poor a show 
as it seems to be is hard 

to make out, because the amount 

of racket made by the people on 
the stage is so great that it be- 


HETHER 


fuddles the reviewer. After an 
act of it, you have to hustle 
around to the nearest drugstore 
and have a drop of oil poured into 
each ear by way of safeguarding 
your hearing for the future. The 
exhibit is an unremitting succes- 
sion of yells, shouts, pistol shots, 
jumpings up and down and hell 
generally that drowns out tunes, 
lines and everything else. When, 
occasionally, you are able to hear 
anything, what you do hear is 
pretty sour. But, generosity be- 
ing what it is, the reviewer may 
console himself—and the manage- 
ment—with the thought that what 
he can’t hear is perhaps some- 
what better than what periodi- 
cally assails his tympanum. 





The star of the show is the 
Mile. Texas Guinan, famous 
queen of the Broadway night 
clubs. This Texas is one of the 
most spectacular and winning per- 
sonalities that nocturnal Broad- 
With a good 
show behind her, she might ac- 


way has produced. 


complish wonders in the way of 
making an audience and a stage 
entertainment — one. But the 
present affair gives her high tal- 
ents for tough 
battle. By sheer strength of her 
warm and genial manner she is 
able every now and then to make 
her customers forget the stage 
doldrums, but for the major part 
of the session it is only her ad 
mirers’ good will that keeps the 
curtain up. 

The show is built around the 
supper club idea. The supper 
club idea, in case you don’t know, 
consists chiefly in making the cus- 


camaraderie a 














“The Circus Princess’ (Winter Garden)—En 
tertaining musical show with Kalman's melodies 
und Poodles Hanneford’s and George Bickel’s 
monkeyshines the outstanding features. 


“Crime” (Times Square)—Crude melodrama 
with one well-staged episode showing a robbery in 
Times Square. 


“A Night in Spain” (44th St.)\—Amusing revue 
with some good dancing and very funny clowning. 


“The Second Man” (Guild)—A worth-while 
American comedy commended to your attention 


“Tommy” (Eltinge)—Milk-and-water comedy 
for the very young. 


“The Silver Cord’’ (Golden)—There’s an idea in 
this one, but the author has not made much of it. 


“The Spider’ (Music Box)—As lively a mystery 
melodrama as we have had hereabouts in some 
tume. 


“Padlocks of 1927"’ (Shubert)—See this issue. 


“Merry-Go-Round” (Klaw)—There are some 
good spots in this revue, and also some weak ones. 


“The Squall” (48th St.)\—The libido on the 

ose in sunny Spain. Poor stuff. 

“Madame X” (Carroll)—Revival of the old 
tear-brewery with Carroll McComas in Dorothy 
Donnelly's rdle. 

“Saturday's Children’ (Booth)—Another wi orth 
while American comedy, also recommended 
you. It is very well acted. 

Rio Rita” (Ziegfeld)—Ziegfeld’s eye for beauty 
$ again in evidence. 
Her Cardboard Lover” (Empire)—Not much 
made less so by a poor performance of the 
star role, 

“Honeymoon Lane” (Knickerbocker)—Fairl 
amusing song and dance exhibit. 

“The Desert Song’ (Casino)—The tunes are 
superior to the libretto. 

Peggy-Ann” (Vanderbilt)—Moderately  en- 
tertaining girl and tune show. 

Broadway” (Broadhurst)—This is still the best 
melodrama in town. 

‘Bottomland” (Princess) —Cheaply staged and 
poor colored song and dance affair. 

“Rang Tang” ‘Royale 
week. 


“Africana” (Daly’s)—Ditto. 


To be reviewed next 


“The Constant Wife” (Elliott)—Ethel Barry- 
more gives a good performance of a bright comedy 
by W.5. Maugham. 


“The Gent Street Follies” (Little)—There is 
more wit in this ie than in any other currently 
on view. 


“The Play’s the Thing” (Miller)—Amusing 


naughty farce-comedy by Molnar. 


(Ambassador)—Some people 


Queen High” 
found things in this one that I have failed 


to fim a 


“The Road to Rome” (Playhouse)—Jane Cowl 
and a comedy that hasn't much in it. 


“ Kiss Me” 





Lyric)—To be passed on anon, 


he Barker’’ (Biltmore)—Comedy-melodrama 
he outdoor shows, the comedy being superior 
t » the melodra ma. 


“Hit the Deck’’ (Belasco)—The popularity of 


this one escapes me. 


“The Ladder” (Cort)—The second worst play 
in town at the moment. 


“One for All’ (Selwyn)—The worst. 





GANOW & 
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tomers as uncomfortable as pos- 
sible in an attempt to hocus-pocus 
them into believing that they are 


having a hot time. The girls muss 
up their hair, pull out their neck- 
ties, entangle them in confetti, 
throw cotton balls into their faces, 
poke them in the ribs, call them 
familiarly by 
and otherwise 


their first names 
manhandle them 
under the guise of a spontaneous 
and carefree Mardi Gras spirit. 
Of course, to certain senescent 
gents and -to younger men in a 
highly cockeyed condition all this 
is flattering and agreeable, but to 
others—at least in a theater—it 
is not entirely conducive to peace 
of mind. When a man has told 
his wife that he can’t spend the 
night at home because of an im- 
portant engagement, 

1eaks off for an anonymous eve- 


business 


ning at a music show and the mo- 
ment he enters the theater is 
greeted from the stage with a, 
“Well, well, look who’s here! 
How are you, Bill, old sucker?” 
and with a subsequent, “Audience, 
shake hands with old Bill Hasen 
pfeffer!’—and when the news is 
printed in all the tabloids the 
next day—it is reasonable to sup 
pose that the man in point is not 
tickled to death. Such hoopla 
may be all right in a supper club, 
provided the man looks cautiously 
about him before he enters and 
makes sure that no reporters are 
hanging around, but when it takes 
him unawares in a theater the 
shoe is on the other foot, or what- 
ever metaphor fits the sentence 
better. On the night I attended 
the show, I observed no less than 
half a dozen sheepy gentlemen 
wince when their presence in the 
house was betrayed. And yeu 
can bet your last nickel that such 
fellows will in the future take no 
chances and protect themselves by 
(Continued on page 27) 
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My dears, when we tell you 
about our latest and most irresis 
tible discovery we know that you 
will simply be wild with excite 
ment. We were. It’s a jewelry 
And they have the most 
unique stuff imaginable. But this 
is the best They 
jewelry to match your 
ality. 


shop. 
part. make 
person 
Have you ever heard of 
such a novel idea? 


— 


We certainly would appreciate 
a few tips on the latest 
The last expression we heard was 


slang. 


“More hairpins bent,” and so far 
as we know it means nothing. Ws 
have been waiting for weeks for 
the opportune moment to pull it. 
And we've never found a place or 
when it would really fit. 
Anyway, we should certainly like 


time 


to hear some new ones. 


seen the 
shoes to match? 


hats and 
They are very 
swank and are made of just about 
every color straw woven together. 
They're really about the smartest 


Have you 


things we ve seen this season. 

And 
things. We saw the most ador 
able pair of shoes the other day. 
They were gray with Japanese 
prints them. You 
know, one of that 
you've all seen all your lives with 
the mountain in the background 
and the water in the foreground, 
with strange looking objects stuck 


speaking of shoes and 


stenciled on 


those prints 


here and there. We've never 
known what those things could 


possibly be. But anyway, the 


shoes are positively angelic. 


—> 
_ 

Do you remember “‘A Diary of 
a Young Lady of Fashion’? Well, 


Miss Knox has written another 


ry Ty \ | AY | | 
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novel, called “I Think I Remem- 


ber,” which is equally delightful. 


really should read 
by Warwick Deep- 


ing. It’s simply splendid. 





And you 
“Doomsday,” 


Six Best Steppers 


“Wistful and Lonesome” 
(no show) 

“Lazy Weather” (no show) 

“I’m Back in Love Again” 
(no show 

“South Wind” 

“Doll Dance 

Flapperett 


no show ) 
no show) 


no show ) 


Jd 
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Cycle 


ee rk men stepped into an ele- 
vator, and as_ it 
aloft the bareheaded 


messenger boy glanced sidewise 


climbed 
smoothly 


at the young man next to him. 
“Hully gee,” he thought, “I 
wish I had that guy’s job.” 
And the clerk glanced—also 
sidewise—at the well-cut tweeds 
and custom shoes of the man next 
to him. 


“By George,” he thought, 
wistfully, “that’s one of the 
Junior Partners. What wouldn't 


I give for his prospects.” 

And the Junior Partner was re 
garding, with a covert, admiring 
eye, the sleek and 
plumpness of the 
the Firm. 

“Gad,” he 
had his money!” 

And the President of the Firm, 
gazing down at the thick, glossy 
curls of the little messenger boy, 


moneyed 
President of 


sighed, “if I only 


passed his hand sadly over the 
pink and gleaming expanse of 
his own bald head. 

“It seems only yesterday,” he 
thought, and drew a deep breath. 


JONES. 


STANLEY 





THEY CANT TAKE AWAY MY 


RIGHTS DECLARED SWEENEY 


Now then, pipe this new gag wrinkle fresh from the Kerosene 


Circuit. 


A worm and a robin met in a forest one time. 


“Would 


you like a nice job, funnyface?” inquired the redbreast of the 
reptile. “But do you think I could hold this position?” queried 


the worm. 


“Yes, you'll just about fill the bill!” shot back the 
robin, and he quickly gobbled up the worm. 
men, there'll be no strike to-day! 


Back to the mine, 
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’ EARIE” is simply another 
I) movie demonstrating that 
fortunately for the com- 
placency of our great republic the 
German influence is not going to 
injure the ideals of the well-fed 
gentlemen in Hollywood; for 
every “Metropolis” there will be 
a dozen in order that 
our boys and girls may be saved 
for Prohibition and the Republi 
can party. 
“Dearie” 


“Dearies” 


concerns itself with a 
lone Mother who works as a night 
club hostess in order to send her 
boy to college. It is based on 
these well-known facts: that most 
chorus girls leave Vassar for the 
stage in order to support a wid- 
owed mother; that night club host- 
esses are usually home-loving big- 
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~ dye 





Gli 


f 
me odrama. Good if you like the uncanny. 


would be the best of the lot. 


} 


| 
| 
“Camille” 


( rac dle ynat 
Casey at the Bat''—Beery. 
he vening ( lothes"” —Twiddle-twaddle with Men- 


ham. 





—Every generation has its definition. 
7 The King of Kings”"—A picture done by Cecil 
De Mille on the life of Christ. 
“ Knock-out Reilly’ *"—More tight for the money 
th an you "ll get at the Sharkey affair probably. 
“ Lovers’’—We insist this isn’t so bad. 
“A Million Bid'’'—Mighty, mighty bad. 
“Mr. Wu'’'—You ought to see Miss Adorée and 
Uncle Lon Chaney being very Chinese. Dumb, 
Naughty but Nice’’—Must we go on? 
“ Resurrection’”’—A commendable effort at the 
Russian novel gone wrong. 
“The Rough Riders’’—And how did you like the 
Spanish-American War? 
*Ritzy’’—Betty Bronson in a picture with one 
inny scene. 
“The Unknown’’—Lon Chaney in a gruesome 


“We olf's Clothing’’—Were it not overdone, it 





. “Dearie” Reviewed in this issue. 
“Streets of Sorro Also. 


“Fast and Furious’’—Also. 


Lighter and Better 
“The General’’—-Buster Keaton’s last effort. 
“Long Pants Langdon is still funny. 
“The Potters’’—Mediocre picture with W. C. 
elds making it worth while. 
‘Running Wild Che same applies to this one 
“Time to Love’’—Raymond Griffitt 





wrighten 






edd 3 ‘iffith again, in a better one 
“The Below ue,” “Chang,"’ “Metropolis,” 

rets of a Soul,” ‘Stark Love,"’ “Seventh 
Heaven,” “The Way of All Flesh,” “‘What Price | 
ry’ and the “Big Parade’’ still in the preferred 


p 
ip. 
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Beefy. ( sil 


hearted matrons who simply adore 
to do the family wash or stir up a 
cake and that their only wish is 

Get Away From It All; and 
that given a yard of Mother Love 
you can grind out miles of movie. 

Irene Rich works hard at be- 
ing a motherly Texas Guinan, 
Gene Stratton Porter model, and 
perhaps, never having been a 
mother, I hadn’t the capacity to 
appreciate her acting, but I didn’t 
care for it. 

There was one. scene in 
“Dearie” that impressed me very 
much, <A night club proprietor 
and a publisher are rivals for 
“Dearie,” who will not marry be 
cause of her son, but at last she 
does give in and she turns down 
the publisher for the night club 

(Continued on page 29) 
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TRIAL 


Defendant, pleading insanity, insists on being tried by a jury of his mental peers. 
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He—JWell, my father has 
another wife to support now. 

Sur—How’s that? Is he a 
bigamist? 

He—No; but I just got 
married. 

—QOunio Strate Sun Diau 


“Triplets,” announced the nurse 
to the proud father. 

“Really?” he said. “I can 
hardly believe my own census.” 
—Dartrmoutu Jack-o'-LaNTERN 





aus 


“Porter, I say, porter! Don't 
let that man off here with me! 
He is not of my station.” 

“Prithee, whaffo?” 

“He comes from a lower berth !”’ 
—Darrmovutu JacKk-o'-LanreRN 


hn 


In Chicago a popular advertis- 
ing slogan has been paraphrased 
into: 

“Have you had lead today °”” 
—PENNSYLVANIA Puncu Bow. 


Stylish Poem 

The way these women 

Dress, by Heck! 
Is certainly quite shocking. 

They shove their compacts 
Down their neck— 

And find them in their stocking. 
— NORTHWESTERN 

Puree Parror 


i 


Wifey —John, there is someone 
in the pantry and I've just made 
a pie. 

Hubby—Well, _ it’s all right 
with me as long as he don’t die in 
the house. 

—OreEGon Orance OwL 


The dance of the seven whales. 


—CoLumBiA JESTER 





“What was the name of that 
town we just passed?” 

“T didn’t see no town.” 

“You musta been looking 
over the wrong side of the 
horse.’ 


—Carotina BuccaANEER 


“The world is round, isn’t it?” 
“Right-o.” 
“Then if I wanted to go east, 
I could eventually get there by 
going west.” 
“What are you, a taxi driver?” 
Hamitton Royat GaBoon 
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“My violin seems to be out of 
tune.” 
“T suppose semebody has been 
fiddling with it again.” 
Penn Puncu Bowt 
. i oe 


“Beware of the dogs,” said the 
experienced guest to his friend, as 
they started on Lucretia Borgia’s 
picnic, —Yae Recorp 

> 


“A reformer would change the 
name of Hollywood to Folly- 
wood.” , 

“The Hellywood.” 

—Buvrrato Bison 
SS 


Well, women at least do not 
have to worry about their skirts 
getting baggy at the knees. 

—WasHINGTON DirGe 
. 7 
A Jap taxi driver presents this 


bill: 10 goes and 10 comes at 50 
cents a went, $5.00. 


—NeBRASKA AWGWAN 





“Darling, will you fly with 
me?” 

“But, dear, this is so pre- 
cipitous,” 


—~RurGers CHANTICLEER 
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Venice 


Cool silver moonlight 

Casting a sleek sheen 

On smooth 

Water - woe eS 

Deep, dusky quiet . .. . 

Broken only 

By the noise at intervals 

Of Venetian housewives 

Emptying the evening garbage 

Into the canal oe 
—Micnigan GaroGoyut 
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“Open up, or I'll hatter 
down the gates!’ 
—OreEGOoN Wesroor 


“Jim propose d to me again.” 
“What did he propose this 
time?” 
N. Y. U. Meptey 


be 1 


Coroner (at inquest) — What 
happened when your husband put 
the tube from the heater into his 
mouth ? 

Wife—He stood aghast. Heh, 
heh! —CorNELL Wipow 





Sure—What are you doing? 
Hre—Shut up. I’m adding 
up figures in my head and 
every time I think of you I add 


a zero. —Trxas RANGER 


Vocha—Where do you work? 
Java—In a mint factory. 
Mocha—Why aren’t you work- 
ing now? , , 
Java—We’re making the holes 
today. 
—Onio Stare Sun Dia 


a 


The greatest college faculty is 


— 
} 


that of going without sleep. 
—CaroLtina BuccaNrer 
22.8 
Dear Will you have a pe inut ? 
Darling—Thanks, I shell. 


—TrENNEssEE MuGwumpe 


a a J 
She—I'm losing my mind! 
ITe What makes you think so? 
She I can’t remember what I 


was worrving about. 


WasHINGTON Dirat 


be 


“George, I'll give vou a pint of 
Scotch if you 1] hurry over to my 
house and get my grip. Hurry 
now. ... What! Haven't you 
pone yet?” 

“Gone? Boss, I’s back.” 
—Groraia Tecu. YeLtow Jacket 


22 
Introducing the New Water- 


proof Wrist Watch for Dunkers. 
—Rurcers CHANTICLEER 
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Mr. Squeagle, having bought a coach, drills the family in 
crawling over one seat to get into the other. 


Is Prohibition Working ? 
(Continued from page 17) 


Northern Ohio than any other 
part of the state. In fact, there 
were so many arrests that we 
found we couldn't keep them in 
our jails, and besides, they always 
had enough money to pay their 
fines and they went right back 
into again, no matter 
how many times we warned them 
not to. However, we have fixed 
that, and Prohibition is working 
satisfactorily at present,’ the 
Colonel said. “Now, when we 
find a man selling whiskey we do 
not arrest him. We just take his 
fingerprints, name and address, 
and then put a black mark oppo- 
site his name. We work it out on 
the merit sysem, and when a man 
has ten black marks we send him 
a strict letter of warning, and 
after the twentieth complaint we 
fine him or send him to jail for a 
while, if we can locate him. That 
way we have certainly cut down 
on the number of arrests.” 

Everywhere we went in this 
state I and Mr. Gordon found the 
people interested in the drinking 
question, and in one town we had 
the pleasure of going on a raid 
with the local authorities. 

I and Mr. Gordon were invited 
on the raid by the Sheriff of this 
town (we can’t tell the name) and 
two or three prohibition agents, 
and it just shows you what the 
people here think of Prohibition. 
There was a saloon running at full 


business 


blast on the outskirts of town. 
Somebody had told the police, so 
about dark the agents and the 
police, the Sheriff and I and Mr. 
went out there. There 
was a saloon there all right—a big 
one full of people, so the Sheriff 
gave orders for the police to wait 
outside and he and the two pro- 
hibition agents and Mr. Gordon 
went inside to get evidence. The 
Sheriff left me outside in charge 
of the police. 


Gordon 


—————— «a 


Gee, Moll 
ettin: 


Spot just like, Dads 


“Yes, girls, if you will wear your hair like us you’l 


take the conse quence 







¥: mothe rs 
ao nice bald a 


Very soon Mr. Gordon rushed 
out real excited and said that it 
was a fine, big saloon all right and 
that as soon as they had some 
more evidence we'd pull the raid 
off. About an hour later the two 
agents came out and said every- 
thing was going fine and all they 
needed was more evidence. Well, 
I and the police stood out there 
with guns ready until about mid- 
night. Then we got restless, so I 
went inside to see if the boys were 
ready. The saloon was full of 
men drinking and Mr. Gordon 
was standing on a table making a 
speech to the crowd. He came 
running over when he saw me, 
and I thought he was ready for 
the raid. However, he grabs me 
by the arm excitedly and says we 
can’t do it. 

“Can't you get the evidence?” 
I asked him. 

“It’s not that,” he says, getting 
back on the table, “but the fellows 
have just nomin«ted me for Presi- 
dent on the Prohibition ticket and 
it wouldn’t be fair to them now, 
see?” So we sent the police home 
and I and Mr. Gordon thought it 
was a very interesting evening, 
and we were glad to see con- 
ditions so satisfactory in Ohio. 

B. Waters 
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The Promulgation of the 
Penultimate. And How! 


They've had me in this place 
for six months now. I think it 
was Wednesday they brought me, 
or maybe it was August, I don’t 
know. It’s not a bad sort of a 
sanitarium, as far as sanitariums 
go, but as far as I am concerned 
they don’t go far enough. I have 
plenty to eat, a good place to 
sleep and a lot of jovial com- 
panions. I wouldn’t mind it so 
much if everybody wasn’t crazy. 
That’s the funny thing about it. 
Everybody in this issue of JupGE 
seems to be CTAZy\ but me. I’m as 
sane as you are and I'll prove it. 

Horatius stood on the bridge, 
didn’t he? He didn’t! Bridges 
had not been invented yet, and 
vou can see for yourself that such 
soup will always — spill. It's 
too thin. I often told Helen that 
she made the soup too thin. but 
she never would listen to me. 
The alphabet doesn't require thin 
soup or even ham and eggs for 
sustenance as long as the fenders 
are unmarked, but the minute you 
get the paint scratched off of the 
fenders you might as well take 
the buttermilk in the house and 
put it in the ice-box. 

Ice used to be a whole lot 
cheaper than kippered herring, 
and that always seemed so silly 
to me, because naturally it cost 
more to kipper a herring, espe- 


cially in the spawning season 
when the roads are muddy and 
unfit for travel. Taking it all 
in all, there is more common 
sense in an oyster’s little finger 
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THE WHI PPLT CAR NOE 








There’s something ahout this 
collar that bothers me. I 
wonder if by any chance I got 


it a size too large. 
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Yes, the new life guard used to run a steam-shovel. 








WHIPPET TWIN 
SERVES WELL FOR Two FOR. SLEEPY 


oe > 
{F/ : — 


« 
BEDS WHIPPET PLANES 
HEADS DELIGHT THE JANES 


ND THE WH IPPET DAIL 
ESENT NEWS 


than in all the soft soap wrappers 
piled end on end be side the Wool 
worth Building. However, if you 
take a split pea in its youth and 
teach it the rudiments of osteop- 
athy or tall and lofty tumbling, 
in so far as it is grateful it will 

bend and be decidedly altruistic 
in its search for the ultimate. 

No, I am not Demosthenes, 
neither am I Napoleon, or Alex- 
ander the Great—-But I must be 
gone! I must get away from 
here! I see the Editor coming! 
He has a lighted match! He 
must not get near me! I’m a 
celluloid collar—P fzzzzzzzzzz! 

(Editor’s note—“‘I got him 
that time!” 

—NatTe Co.Liiep 
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“What's that putty on your 
finger for?” 
Plumber—That’s to remind me 
to forget my tools. 
ANSWERS 


i 


A visitor remarks that the first 
thing that struck him in London 
was the double-decked covered-in 
‘bus. He was particularly un- 


fortunate. Hv morist 


RADY WAGES 


\ Give a sentence withthe word 
Dioxide” 

hen rats eat 
foison they di- 
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sunburn 


At all DRUGGISTS 
Send far free trial bottle 
W. F._ YOUNG, Inc., Springfield. Mass 








and the exhaustion, faintness, nau- 
sea and dizziness caused by travel 
motion. Journey by Sea, Train, 
Car, Auto or Air in perfect comfort 
with Mothersill's. 

75¢c. & $1.50 at Drug Stores or direct 
The Mothersill Remedy Co., Ltd. 
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Your nails will always k 
best, if you se the hand 
manicure Ler or Gem . 
anywhere, any time, to « 
and file nails, quickly 

At all cutler ters 


THE H.C. COOK CO.,3 BeaverSt., Ansonia, Conn. 
















Shot at Sunrise 


"Twas the morning in the evening 
of the seventeenth of May, 

When Dewey made a hole in one, 
down at Manila Bay; 

And savage were her lordship’s 
eves, those rainbow eyes of 
blue, 

For if she wouldn’t eat the cake, 
I knew not what she’d do. 


Her hands were full of fingers 


and her ears were full of soap, 


The last redoubt was captured 
and the air was charged with 
hope, 

As over the last remembrance 


singing songs of sweet éclair, 
A nymph as fair as onion sprouts 
with garlic in her hair 
Essaved to swim the Hellespont, 
when burst the cannon’s roar, 
The rose-red lips of Gunga Din 
will stain those waves no more! 
What Ho! The blatant 
blare! Shout out a lusty cheer! 
The the shall 
drink a toast to Paul Revere! 
The clapboards on the Old North 
Church mock 


may, 


bugles 


cohorts on shore 


resound in dis- 
The Devildogs are marching on 
the Road to Mandalay. 


Hozannas ring across the wilds, 
the tumult grows apace! 

A conquering hero cometh home, 
his nose upon his face, 

His jug of rum encased in gold, 
his scabbard drenched in blood, 

His evebrows full of cockleburs, 
his rubbers full of mud. 


With wild acclaim the welkin 
rings, the drinks are on the 
house, 


The whole world drinks a cock- 
tail and goes out upon a souse— 

And Bells of Hell resound the din 
across the dew-wet hills! 

And Omar Khayyam writes an 
ode to Someone’s Stomach Pills. 


Then the 
thousand fiends 
shot and ball, 

Grab both my hands and tie my 
feet and ; 
wall; 


Ten 
powder, 


dawn! 
with 


came 


place me ‘’gainst a 


Then stand in line and raise their 
guns and aim them like as not— 

And bang! Good night! The 
world goes black! Good 
heavens! I’ve been shot! 


—Nate Co.iiier 
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NAVOLEON 


BONAPARTE. 
©) ON HIS FIRST NON-STOP 
FLIGHT ACROSS THE ERIE 
CANAL . 
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HAVE You 
NO PITy? 
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WASTICA GONE CRAZY WITH 
= HEAT. 
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WHAT GREAT AMERICAN 
GENERAL DOES ~THIS 
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ANSWER: OYSTERS ARE NEVER 
EATEN DURING THE MONTHS (ON-~ 
SISTING OF “THE VOWELS A-E- 
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Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 18) 


buying tickets for Walter Hamp- 
den or Nance O'Neil. 

This stage-audience thing is 
getting to be good and dangerous. 
There was a time when a man 
could go to the theater with a 
feeling of perfect safety, but to 
day that is past. Going to the 
theater nowadays is like undress 
ing in public. 

As I have said, the fair and 
estimable Guinan is the show's 
one feature. Take her out of it 
and all you'd have left would be 
a boiler factory presided over by 
clog dancers, coon shouters and 
cooch dancers. Of the latter ther 
are at least three. These pass the 
time wriggling their anatomies in 
a fashion that once was the sen 
sation of the Midway Plaisance. 
Among the other performers are 
the blackface Jay Flippen, whos: 
chief wheeze is the old-timer about 
the man in jail who has no use 
for a watch as he counts the tim: 
by years; a couple of vaudeville 
clowns, the Messrs. Jans and 
Whalen, who are not unamusing: 
1 commonp! ice j iZ% singer named 
Lillian Roth, who got SUS ple ious] 
enthusiastic applause on the open 
ing night; a sister act by the 
comely Phelps twins; several skits 
that try very hard to be naughty ; 
He len Shipman; i so called 
Spanish — specialty you” know 
what these Spanish specialties 
are; and the troupe of cuties 
from Miss Guinan’s own. night 
club. 

If the show makes money, La 
Guinan should get every cent of 
it. If she doesn’t, somebody is 
getting something that isn’t com- 
ing to him. 


II 


(e-> press departme nt of Mr. 
Herndon’s ‘‘Merry-Go- 
Round” recently sent me tickets 
with the announcement that a 
wholly new edition of the show 
was to be put on and bidding me 
come around for a second look at 
it. Obediently I betook myself 
to the scene and found that the 
show, save for a few minor 
changes, was substantially the 
same as the one I reported on in 
these pages a couple of months 
ago. The new numbers are not 
at all bad and the exhibit has 
been speeded up, but if you saw 
Edition No. 1 there is small rea- 
son for you to cancel all engage 
ments sud rush to Edition No. 2. 

“Merry-Go-Round,” as you will 














EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 
When the dinner check reads $16.85 and you 


have only $9.26 ...be nonchalant... light a 


MURAD CIGARETTE 


MURAD 


For those who feel entitled to life’s better things 
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recall from my earlier confidential 
report, has its good spots and its 
weak ones, but, in the aggregate, 
it contains enough stuff to pass 
in hour or so agreeably. Of the 
newly added features, a burlesque 
of “The Spider” and a pantomime 
featuring Don Barclay are the 


best. YOUR 


Aaah UGE 


Twas old age killed J. Epps 
Van Glow 
Ile was a foolish creature: 
In a ritzy Broadway picture shot 
\ Ile waited to see the“Feature.” 
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Tur Guipe (sorting out the 


do you belong to, sir? 











char-a-bane loads)—Which party 


Litrte Peck (modestly indicating Mrs. Peck)—This one! 


A Sermon to a Kidding 
Public 


(Continued from page 6) 
this lady like the appearance of 
Satan at a Sunday school picnic. 
I’m startled by muffled echoes of 
scattered ““Amens” as a faltering 
pencil traces the holy lineaments 
of a Baptist minister. 

The great one rises to the pul- 
pit. Deft sentences about reform- 
ing the vounger generation—stabs 
at the dance and the hip flask. 
Now comes the body of his 
chantings. He raises a tightened 
fist in denunciations. They are 
aimed at the derelicts of the press. 
Wonder if there is any method in 
this madness. The press is likely 
to answer to attacks. That usu- 
ally means free newspaper space. 
The reporter to the left smiles. In 
this speech more time has been 
devoted to the conduct of jour- 
nalists than to preaching of the 
gospel. He pictures certain re- 
porters at this very moment so 
close to heaven they can smell the 
sulphur. Amid publicity dis- 
cussion I hear an _ approving 
“Amen” after a_ particularly 
stinging rhetorical phrase. This 
What a pity the 
brilliance of this oratory does not 
flow into the broad scope of poli- 
tics. I draw a Wilsonian jaw. 
This mob psychology would add 
potency to any party. Dr. Straton 
What's 
this? Applause! A suggestion 
of a_ presidential convention— 
well, that gives me rope. My 
pencil play fully notes the scho- 
lastic brow and the snowy locks 


man is fiery. 


has an eloquent delivery. 


of a clergyman. 





—Hvmnoristr 


Another hymn. Reverend 
Straton requests that hs news- 
paper men sing. The reporter to 
the left and I hold a a book 
together. Imagine taking a mind 
from the path of satire to sing 
“The Way of the Cross.” I hear 
the organ—but I sing like a fish. 

John Roach pats himself on the 
shoulder for having taken the 
pleasure of theater and the movies 
from a girl. Out of the corner of 
my eye I see a member of the 
congregation. She is of the 
younger generation, for she has 
bobbed hair. She takes her foun- 
tain pen and draws a cartoon of 
her neighbor on the announcement 
leaflet of the church. Well—the 
younger generation is human 
though it sit in a pew at Calvary. 

Straton invites five people to 
put five one hundred bills in the 





collection plate. Three thousand 
dollars are needed. 

Again he takes the covering of 
a newspaper story and twists it 
into blasphemy against the Holy 
Ghost. He spanks the press for 
maligning reputation. I’m safe. 
I simply work for a laugh from 
the features which are the gift of 
his own Baptist God. 

The service is over, I walk 
slowly through the aisles. The 
choir singer in blue lingers. She 
probably has been told she is 


beautiful. She belongs to the 


younger generation, too. She 
speaks. “Oh, let me see the pic 
tures. Mister, will you draw 


mine?” She is charming—so, al 
ways gallant. I draw. 

[ have fun with my crayon. 
I’m human. It’s human to kid. 
The girl in blue is human too. 
Not that we honor religion less 
but that we enjoy a laugh more. 
This frail mortal can hardly re 
sist the temptations of the flesh 
when it comes in humorous pro 
portions. I’m not a Demon, I 
propose to be Mirth. 


* * * * 


Now, brethren of Mirth—if 
you will rise to hum the last 
stanza — Reverend Straton will 
forgive me as he has forgiven 
straying deacons. I hath only 
been kidding. For if not for these 
lampoonings which earn my daily 
pie, I should have been unable to 
dig into my pocket for the humble 
dime which I hath laid on the 
collection plate. And thou know- 


eth said shiny dime hath not come 
from John D’s gifts to the 
children. 

Amen. 


Go 
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As mur! 


Nervous Crry-Dwe_tter—Execuse me—I wonder if I'll va able 
to get across to the bandstand before the traffic starts? 


—Hvumorist 


























udging the Movies 
ging 


(Continued from page 21) 
proprietor. The publisher is 
leaving her boudoir and meets the 
proprietor coming in; the two men 
stare at each other, smile sadly, 
then shake hands while the de- 
feated one remarks “lucky fellow!” 

I was glad to see that old- 
fashioned custom revived. More 
recently it has been the custom 
for unrequited lovers to get off 
nasty remarks such as: “don’t say 
I didn’t warn you”; or “how about 
a check for that fur coat I gave 
her?’’; or, “never have breakfast 
with her, old man—she’s always 
in a rotten humor.” I don’t favor 
this modern blasé regard of love 
and marriage. It’s dangerous. 
People will get so they really be- 
lieve there’s nothing to these fine 
old customs if this goes on. The 
very next time I get turned down 
I shall rush right out and eall 
my rival a lucky fellow; and see 
how he likes it. 


“Streets of Sorrow” is a Ger- 

man picture of post-war Vienna 
featuring Greta Garbo and 
Warner Kraus. It was dreary 
and loosely-constructed and only 
goes to show that without good 
direction the Germans have their 
bad moments. D. W. Griffith’s 
“Isn’t Life Wonderful” treated 
the same subject and was a poign- 
ant and great movie. 
“Fast and Furious” is another 
one of those automobile racing 
pictures. This one featured Reg- 
inald Denny and was harmless 
and dumb. The film was unique 
in that Miss Barbara Worth, the 
leading lady, easily won first 
place in the most-stupid-movie- 
actress-of-the-month club. She 
has a good figure, but she should 
take up trapeze work, swimming, 
or some occupation where she can 
earn money honestly, if at all. 


“T want to obj. ct to your criti- 
cism of the movies,” writes Miss 
Dolores Hotchkiss of Larchmont, 

because I think the movies are a 
great thing and especially for the 
poor who can’t afford to go away 
from home or play golf in the 
afternoon. Also, I think you're 
sour or mean or something when 
you object to necking because the 
best people do it now, that is, I 
mean it’s so in the open and gen- 
eral and it doesn’t mean anything 
in the movies and besides there’s 
always a nice moral lesson so 
that the poor people won't take 
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"Hous teeth are the jewels Nature gave 
you. Don’t neglect them. Be proud to show them 
when you smile. Dentyne is a deliciously flavored 
chewing gum that is more than a confection. It 


keeps teeth clean and sparkling white. 


“KEEPS THE Fmpet te. Weelie 





the wrong meaning, and I think 
it’s a good thing. So I wish you'd 
stop criticising necking and things 
like that and pick on something 
else to talk about, if you can!” 

If Miss Hotchkiss will call at 
the office any afternoon she can 
have two passes to “When a Man 
Loves,” for June 25th. 


NA v 


Halfpenny fares have just 
come into force in Glasgow. Con 
firmed pedestrians are not at all 
pleased, as they now save less by 
walking. —Hvumonrist 
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He's a frus- “ . 
trate fellow. re) of holes, anyway.” 
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The Dull 
Ones— 


The long train ride up in 


the 


water 


mountains the jerk- 
railroad — the 
hour wait when you miss con- 


on 
three- 


nections—the rainy afternoons 
when you hate to think of golf 
it is in these dull moments 
that you crave a book. 
For the summer months we 
make you this special offer of 
J ack 


put 


set of 
that will 
life and color and drama into 


a two-volume 


London stories 


any dull moment! 
They include: 
Tales of the Fish 
Patrol 
The House of Pride 


The Call of the 
Wild 


The Scarlet Plague 


and fifteen more of his greatest 
stories. 


Two gold-embossed 
didly printed books to stick in 


splen- 


Sent to you 


your bag. 
paid for one dollar. 


post- 


Send us this coupon and a 
dollar today. 


a el tel ee | 


HAWKINS PUBLISHING CO., 
627 West 43rd Street. 
New York, N. Y. 


Here is a Send the 


volumes of Jack London postpaid to: 


dollar. two 


-“<« cc CT Ce eee ree ew ewe ee eee 
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Word Puzzle No. 14 
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Horizontal 











What gives a id her pain in the neck 

What is the only secret a worran car 
W hat is the fate that 
What beverage is 
What is bootleg li 
What 


keep? 
shapes r ends? 
no longer popular in Boston? 
juor everything else but? 

lid the Puritans carry to extremes? 

What are the innocent victims of milk thieves? 
What did Napoleon meet at Waterloo? 

What word is part of the verb “to be’? 


What heavenly body often has a luminous train? 











, ° 
Vertical 
\\ Kleagle of Jewish Klans? 
\ pr rst ge? 
What fam Z Aas the > j 
What pre to g’'? 
Vv ’ tr 
What as “ I cks 
r goss 
VW at is th g the I iS a? 
low al t i ckt 
at rise? 
‘ M I et the en? 
w j I 
na animal often has its hair bobbed? 
What ember of the fa s noticed only on 
may , 
Vhat great “ leader of the 
Rough I 
What is a g ? 
Wh w 
What ca x hewer do with per- 
Fox 
nh aces 
h f n water holes? 
I wt ppears in public in 
IR ‘ ning are 
t’s fe when we ga 
k r-sea 
¢ his adam's apple? 
4 producers? 
What is a snall imflammatory tumor on the edge 
f the e i? 
What doe en meet in the death 
} 
What ve r spend I ost of his time 
trvi ye ° 
What dome fowl resembles a hen and crows? 
What is prohibitior 
What will a woman be if she wears shorter skirts? 
What harsh ind is made by an ass? 
What are undertakers and reformers always hang- 
Wh f pe ? 
Wh nd nuts and washers? 





vered with fly 
What is 
What word means “‘s« 
What is the abbreviat 
Where is 


a Chic i 
woner than’’? 

ion for Ephraim? 

Al Smith popular no end? (init.) 

Who hangs around Kitty most of the evening? 
What do you call a female wool grower? 

What is a printer’s measure? 

What usually turns up over the week-end? (abbr.) 


























| and hates boa constrictors. 





Judge’s Own 
Contributor’s Corner 


James Trembath 


Here he is, that sturdy little 
rascal whom we know as James 
Trembath. James has sold papers 
on Wall Street ever since we can 
remember, endearing himself to 
five generations by his bubbling 
good fun and hearty optimism. 
He came to this country from the 
Malay peninsula, where he was 
a Greek slave on a rubber plan- 
tation. Here he was educated at 
Chillicothe High School, taking 
an important part in dramatics; 
he played Mark Inchbald, a sur- 
their presentation of 
“Cradle Snatchers.” 


veyor, in 
James num- 
bers among his eccentricities the 
habit of hibernating during the 
winter months; he emerges from 
his hollow log in the woods when 
spring comes to visit the JupGe 
office for a morsel of cheese or 
other goody. Unlike the art 
work of the rest of the staff, 
his pictures are 
Turkish towels and can be used 
later by the editor for drying his 
hands. theosophist 


embroidered on 


James is a 
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BEST RETAIL TRADE. 


Trove Mort k 8 


Insist on this red woven label. 
Nothing without it is “B.V.D.” 








Don’t Just Buy “Underwear”! 


BY fit—wear—coolness—-comfort! See that 
you get them all—and each at its very best 


by insisting on the “B.V.D.” label. Years of world- 
leading popularity attest the satisfaction itassures! 
8 po} ; 
“B.V.D.” Union Suits, Men’s $1.50, Youths’ 85¢ 


“B.V.D.” Shirts and Draw ers, 85c the garment 


Extra large sizes obtainable 
at an additional charge 


The B.V.D. Company, Inc., N. Y. 
Sole Makers ““B. V. D.”’ 


Underwear 


“NEXT TO MYSELF I LIKE ‘B.V.D.’ BEST” 








Porwacanimntn 


Modern 








5 
Shopper—Have you | Here s How 


anything snappy in rubber High Hatters ! 
bands? 
Assistant—No; but we have 


something catchy in fly-paper. 
—ANSWERS 


£28 





“I’m sorry to hear your engage- 
ment is broken off.” 

“Yes, Charlie acted horribly.” 

“But I thought you broke it off 
yourself?” 

“Oh, yes; but he made no fuss 
about it.” | 

—Tir Bits 
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DUO UTENSILS CO. 


4310 Duncan Ave. St. Louis, Mo. 


DEAFNESS IS MISERY 


with defective 


aswell au wives. 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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The Crazy Senator 
(Continued from page 3) 
more bills came up and he turned 
them down and finally another 
senator got up and said why do 
you put down every bill that 
comes up and the other senators 
said yes why do you put down 
every bill that comes up and the 
crazy senator laughed and waved 
his arms in a crazy sort of way 
and said well everything that 
comes up must go down and all 
the senators cheered and gave him 
a big dinner and the warden in 
the asylum said he’s well again 
and let him off for good and he 
staved there in the senate and 
made laws and now children to 
bed with you and uncle Hector 
will tell you another story to- 

morrow night. 





Jack CLVeTT 
a 

“Water,” Savs Mr. Pussy foot 
Johnson, “is the finest drink in 
the world.” If taken in the right 
spirit. Passinc Suow 

a a 

“Forty yvears ago to-day, Ar- 
nold,” said the old lady, “vou did 
me the high honor of asking me 
to be your wife.” 

“Really,” murmured the pro- 
fessor absent-mindedly, “and did 
vou do as I wished or not?” 

Pink ’Un 
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= “Don’t vou think she is older 
than she makes out?” 
Where there’s a will there’s a way. “Well, anyhow, she’s not as 
—~GAIETY young as she makes up.” 
GAIeTY 


The following was the verdict 
by an Iowa jury in a suit against 
a railroad company: 

“If the train had run as it 
should have run; if the bell had 
rung as it should have rang; if 
the whistle had blowed as _ it 
should have blew, both of which 
it did neither—the cow would 
not have been injured when she 
was killed.” 

EritrH OBserveR 


i I 


Mrs. Crayon—Sarah, why ever 
did you leave that big cobweb up 
there? 

Sarah Oh, if you please, 
ma'am, I thought it was part of 
the wireless. 

—PrARSON’s 
a 1 


A Scottish boy swallowed a 
shilling, but it was soon recovered. 
The father unbobbed his heir. 

-Passinac SuHow 











Servant—My lord, Messire Poloni Spaghetti has called. 


Boraia—Confound it! And there isn’t a drop of poison in the 
house. 


—Lonpon Opinion 





FNWARD TANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JAMAICA, S. ¥. 

















“You Didn't 


All the way home she re- 
proached him. “I never was 
so embarrassed,” she said lov- 
ingly. 

“You didn’t know anything 
about the Cantonese situation. 
You couldn't talk about poli- 
tics. You didn’t know there 
was such a thing as a disarma- 
ment conference. And you 
didn’t tell one story all even- 
ing. Don’t you know anything 
funny to say, at least’ All 
the way home she gently up- 
braided him with a section of 
the rear axle. 

“Why aren’t you clever?’ 
she asked him over and over. 
“All you can do is make 
money. Shame. You don’t 
say a word when we go out at 
night. Why do I always have 
to listen to some other woman’s 
husband °” 

Night after night it was the 
same thing. Her husband 
could mix good cocktails, play 
a snappy hand of bridge, but 
whenever the other men told 
stories he was always quiet. Finally 
his wife grew desperate. “Is there 
any reason why you can’t learn enough 
to say something, you zany?” she 
hissed. 

“Well, my dear,” he laughed vi- 
ciously at last, “I'll tell you something. 
I read all those jokes last week. I read 
all those stories the same place the 
other fellows did. ‘They don’t fool me.” 

“Where?” was the innocent question. 
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JUDGE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
627 West 43d St., New York 


I want your amusement course. Send me 
+ Jupce for: 
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Then he told her about JUDGE. (He 
has breakfast in bed these mornings.) 

Perhaps you, too, wonder where 
your friends get their stories. Look 
on the news-stands every Thursday if 
you want to find out, or, better yet, let 
the postman supply you every week. 
Just send this coupon right back to 
us with any old clothes, second-hand 
radios or loose change you find around 
the house. 


P.S. YOU’LL NEED JUDGE 


‘ON YOUR VACATION. 


JUST FILL IN YOUR SUM- 
MER ADDRESS AND SEND 
US A COUPLE OF DOLLARS. 
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ETHY! 


ETHYL 


Pceenititel have improved 
but—— 
what about gasoline? 


Ir IS a far cry from the “horseless buggy” of yesterday 
to the automobile of today. But the first cars and the 
latest cars are alike in one fundamental respect: doth 
depend on gasoline for fuel. 


Casoline is not a perfect fuel. It has alwi ays had one 
inherent fault. It explodes too quickly (° ‘knocks’ *) as 
temperature and compression increase. 


Carbon increases both temperature and compression 
beyond the point at which the present day automobile 
is designed to operate efficiently on regular gasoline. 
And the full efficiency of the modern motor car and its 
continued development he ave both depended upon the 
discovery of a *knockless” fuel. 


After eight years of experiment, General Motors Re- 
search Laboratories developed Ethyl brand of anti- 
knock compound, 2 chemical ingredient which leading 
oil companies are mixing with their regular gasoline to 
form Ethyl Gasoline. 


Ethyl Gasoline is the efficient fuel for automobiles of 


today and tomorrow. This super-gasoline will give your 
engine a performance such as you have never known. It 
is available throughout the United States and Canada 
and is sold at pumps which display the “ETHYL” trade- 


mark. Try it today. 


Fruyt GaAsouine Corporation, 25 Proadway, New York 
’ Pe] d 


ETHYL GASOLINE 


ETHYI 


QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAICA, * 
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